PELLY    BAY
William Land. Gone was the void without contour, the monot-
ony in which nothing was present to comfort the spirit. Here
was a world of shapes and surfaces to which the eye could cling.
Here were blufis that rose abruptly five hundred feet above the
sea, and for a man so lately come from the tundra, a man who
had spent last night in a five-foot igloo crouching at the base of
one of these blufis, they towered like topless mountains, rose
like cathedrals seen from their own porches, higher than Man-
hattan when it suddenly emerges to greet the traveller from
overseas. King William Land had been oblivion: this was
grandeur.
WTe drove for three hours among the islands, most of them
inaccessible and serving in the spring as natural sanctuaries for
half the birds of North America. I could imagine them hover-
ing and fluttering in clouds round these towers like pigeons
round the steeples of our churches.
The sled ran on, winding in and out, coming to an ice-crack
and making a wide detour to avoid it, while I thought of the
man I was to see. As we neared the promontory that was our
destination, our guide whipped up his swift dogs and was out
of sight in a moment, hurrying ahead to bear the stupendous
news of the arrival of the Kabloona. Here was a land that only
three white men had seen in a century, and here, I said to my-
self, lived a priest who was my own countryman. During the
seventeen days on the trail, time had ceased to exist for me. Now
time had returned, and it was not a matter of days but of
seconds before I should see that man. We rounded a bend, and
ahead of me I saw a hill on the slope of which three forms were
running. When, a moment later, we drew up at the foot of that
hill, I sprang down from the sled and started up the slope. At
that moment I saw Father Henry.
Coming down to meet me was a tall, slim, bony figure —
more than thin., translucent. like all ascetics, he induced in
one an impression of transparency which no quantity of Eskimo
coverings could conceal. He was not much taller than I, yet
as he came down the slope he seemed infinitely tall. On his
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